AFTER   EVEREST
I am now a pacifist, in a measure, but am I right ? Mere
pacifism is rather materialistic ; the mutilation of the soul
must always be far more terrible than any mutilation of
the body. It is not easy to establish a balance. I know
that, again and again, when, sick of the continual casualties
and the wilfulness of man that maims these poor bodies, I
did see an unselfishness, a fine spirit, and a comradeship,
that I have never seen in peace-time.
But in spite of all that, the very gloriousness of the
spirit of man is a call to the nations to renounce war and
give love a chance to bring forth the best that is in man-
kind, in international as well as in personal relationships.
One day I went for a short walk on the battle-field.
I sat down to rest on a sandbag. Just in front of me
was a lad asleep, looking very ill—sallow skin—quite still.
My God, he's not breathing! He's dead! I got a real
shock. I sat there for half an hour gazing at that dead
boy. About eighteen, I should say. He lay on his back,
not mutilated, perhaps not dead many hours. Strange
that, with corpses and bits of them strewing the ground
for miles around, I should be so impressed by this one
dead body. But so it was. For the moment he personified
this madness called War. What did it mean to him ?
What were diplomacy, national relationships, commercial
interests, to him ? Why should he be cut off before really
tasting the joys and hardships and glories of life ? And
he was just one out of tens of thousands. Who killed
him ? The politicians, the High Command, the merchants
and financiers, or who ? Christian nations had killed him
by being unChristian. That seemed to be the answer.
The delights of a frosty, fine November week at home
with my parents, among my beloved mountains; the
terror of air-raids on the coast of Belgium ; the elation of
Cambrai, the first really successful " show " ; a thousand
memories crowd upon me. But others have described them
better than I can ever hope to do, and they must remain
as memories.
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